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and owes nothing to any teaching. Napoleon had
not been in Egypt a month: he had only just
seen a camel when he called it "the ship of the
desert," a painting phrase which has passed into
every European language. And this is only one
of hundreds of instances I could give of his ex-
traordinary genius for speech. Some of his letters
in his last campaign are the finest letters in
French.

At the Military School in Paris, which he re-
entered at fifteen in October, 1784, he made one
bitter enemy and the story of their hatred is en-
thralling. It really looks as if Napoleon at the very
beginning had found a foeman worthy of his
steel.

His name was Lc Picard de Phelippeaux, a
Poitevin, the son of an officer who had died young.
He was two years older than Napoleon and had
been two years longer in the school. One can
hardly account for the reciprocal hatred which
existed between him and Bonaparte. Monsieur
Picot, their Sergeant Major, relates that he at-
tempted during their hours of study to stop their
acts of enmity against each other, but the number
of kicks which he intercepted under the table
caused him to give up his project and spare him-
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